some things had to be bought tor us and also for Anna
Fyodorovna. Mother was not very well, and Anna Fyodorovna,
very luckily, was lazy, so that it fell to me to make these
purchases and I set off with Matrona.
.1 was so fortunate as to find a Pushkin very quickly and one
in a very fine binding. I began bargaining. At first they
demanded a price higher than that in the bookseller's shops;
but in the end, though not without trouble, and walking away
several times, I brought the shopman to knocking down the
price and asking no more than ten roubles in silver. How I
enjoyed bargaining! . . . Poor Matrona could not make out
what was the matter with me and what possessed me to buy so
many books. But, oh, horror! My whole capital consisted of
thirty roubles in paper, and the shopman would not consent to
let the books go cheaper. At last I began beseeching him,
begged and begged him and at last persuaded him. He gave
way but only took off two and a half roubles and swore he
only made that concession for my sake because I was such a
nice young lady and he would not have done it for anyone else.
I still had not enough by two and a half roubles. I was ready
to cry with vexation. But the most unexpected circumstance
came to my assistance in my distress.
Not far off at another bookstall I saw old Pokrovsky. Four
or five second-hand dealers were clustering about him; they
were bewildering him completely and he was at his wits' end.
Each of them was proffering his wares and there was no end to
the books they offered and he longed to buy. The poor old
man stood in the midst of them, looking a disconsolate figure
and did not know what to choose from what was offered him.
I went up and asked him what he was doing here. The old man
was delighted to see me; he was extremely fond of me, hardly
less than of his Petinka, perhaps.
"Why, I'm buying books, Varvara Alexyevna," he
answered. "I am buying books for Petinka. Here it will soon
be his birthday and he is fond of books, so, you see, I am
going to buy them for him. ..."
The old man always expressed himself in a very funny way
and now he was in the utmost confusion besides. Whatever he
asked the price of, it was always a silver rouble, or two or three
silver roubles; he had by now given up inquiring about the
bigger books and only looked covetously,, at them, turning over
the leaves, weighing them in his hands and putting them bock
again in their places.